Oregon Trails -Book People I Have Known
Column Editor: Thomas W. Leonhardt (Retired, Eugene, OR 97404) <oskibear70@gmail .com> R etirement has given me time to leisurely assay the boxes of correspondence and memorabilia that I have collected over a lifetime. As I sift through these nearly forgotten documents, my mind returns to the times as a child when the Army reassigned my father. Our belongings would be crated and shipped to the new quarters and were out of our sight and possession for weeks or months at a time. Once re-united with my belongings, especially my toys, there was a freshness about them, but there was warmth about them, too, generated by fond memories and forgotten pleasures.
Among my souvenirs are letters, cards, and notes from booksellers and printers, scholars and collectors. These artifacts awakened dormant memories and fond relationships, bound with a common thread -a love of the book as sources of knowledge and wisdom and as a physical object of beauty <http://www.against-the-grain.com>
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The late Peter Howard, Serendipity Books, also sold books to RBSC, modern first editions. I remember him visiting with Mrs. Clarke, looking at a collection of gray archival boxes. Later, in the stacks, I discovered that those boxes contained the manuscripts of Wright Morris. Shelved just below the manuscripts were the published works, first editions. And that was the beginning of my appreciation for the writing and photography of Wright Morris, the first author that I began to collect. In 1995 I had the privilege and honor of meeting Mr. Morris and persuading him to speak at my annual Library Associates dinner. What I failed to do was have him autograph my copies of his books, but I wasn't sure at the time if that would have been gauche. It is too late now, but I do have a few letters and notes from him, and that is enough.
Peter Howard and I met in 1975 when I was the Gift and Exchange Librarian at Stanford. I was running out of space for unwanted gifts -that is, titles that we already had or that didn't fit our collection policies. I asked Peter to come and make an offer on several ranges of books with the understanding that he would take them all. I was delighted to find the postcard that he sent me, written in pencil, explaining why he didn't show up on our first agreed-to date.
" (May 1975) . Good luck with children and others/Plt" Later that month he showed up ready to schlepp countless boxes of books out to his vehicle (he made more than one trip to get them all). I enjoyed seeing first-hand a real bookseller at work and was just as glad to see all of those empty shelves.
The bloc purchase was not appreciated by our head of special collections, who claimed that I had as good as given away scores of sleepers, books with higher than average resale value. When my boss spoke to me about the matter I defended the transaction by reminding him that every gift that I brought in was reviewed by our head of collection development, the head of special collections, branch librarians, and curators or collection specialists. I had also reviewed each gift at the side of Franklin Gilliam, a bookman of the highest order who was generous with his time when talking books and values with me. If that array of experts missed a few sleepers, Peter Howard was welcome to them, and it was his business to match books with buyers; ours was to match books with readers. There was and is a need for both. Lately I feel as if second-hand and antiquarian booksellers are doing more for the survival of the book as artifact than modern day librarians.
Another bookseller that I met while at Stanford and who became a friend was William (Bill) Bledsoe, an ABAA bookseller in San Carlos, California who was a "Specialist in the Literature of Economics and Political Science." Bill's niche was in out-of-print books so that when a library received one of his catalogues and found desirable titles, they had to order quickly. It was not unusual for his catalogues to sell out. It was not until towards the end of his career that business slowed down as library budgets were constrained.
We I miss those days when I rubbed elbows with so many booksellers, collectors, printers, scholars, and authors. Those are warm memories tinged with sadness, as so many of those booklovers are no longer with us. But looking at the names of some of those who turned out for Barney Rosenthal's 90th birthday bash, many more are continuing to celebrate the well-made book.
In a future column, I will write more about booksellers and the world that they inhabit. And in the meantime, try talking about books and authors and the one that got away with your Nook or Kindle or even an employee, while on the job, at Amazon or Barnes and Noble. In the meantime, good book buying, good reading, and goodbye for now.
